S HAKE-SPB ARES 


142 

L Oue is my fitme,and thy deaie yemie hatei 
Hate of my finnc, grounded on finfull louing; 

O but with mine, compare thou thine o wne ftatc. 

And thou fhalt finde it merrits not reproouingj 
Or if it do, not from thofe lips of thine. 

That haue prophan’d their fcarlet ornamentSj 
And feald falfe bonds of loue as oft as mine, 

Robd others beds reuenues of their rents. 

Be it lawful! I loue thee as thou lou’ft thofe, 

Whome thine eyes wooe as mine importune thee, 

Roote pittie in thy heart that when it growes. 

Thy pitty may deferue to pittied bee. 

If thou dooft feeke to haue what thou dooft hide, 

By felfe example mai’fi thou be denide, 

I Oe as a carefullhufwife runnes to catch, 

.(One ofher fethered creatures broake away,- 
Sets downe her babe and makes all fwift difpatch* 

In purfuit of the thing (he would haue flays 
Whilft her neglcdled child holds her in chace. 

Cries to catch her whofc bufie care is bent. 

To follow that which flies before her facer 
Not prizing her poore infants difeontent; 

So runft thou after that which flics from thee, 

Whilft I thy babe chace thee a farre behind, v 

But if thou catch thy hope turne back to me: 

And play the mothers part kifl’e mc,be kind. 

So will I pray that thou maift haue thy Willi 
If thou turne back and my loude crying ftil!.' 

- 144 _ ^ •' 

T Wo loues I haue of comfort and dilpaire. 

Which like twofpirits do fugieft me ftill. 

The better angell is a man right fairer 

The worfer fpirit a woman collour’d il. 
Towitimefoonetohell myfemallcuUl, ^ 
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Tempteth mybetter angelfrommy 
And would corrupt my faint to * muel; 

Wdoijig his purity with herfowle ptide. 

And whether that my angel be turn d nnde, 

SufpedUmay.yetnotdirefUytell, - 

But being both from me both to each friend, 

I oefle one angel in an others hel. , 

Yet this fhal 1 nere know but hue in doubt. 

Till my bad angel fire my good one out» 

144 

T Hofe lips that Eoues owne hand did make* 

Breath’d forth the found that faid I hate. 

To me that languifht for her fake.- 
But when Ihe faw my wofull ftate, 

Straight in her heart did mercie come. 

Chiding that tongue that eucr fweer. 

Was vide in giuing gentle dome; 

And tought it thus a new to greetc; 

I hate fhe altcrd with an end. 

That follow’d it as gentle d^,„ 

Doth follow night who like a fiend 
From heauen to hell is flowme away, 

I hate, from hate away fhe threw. 

And fau’d my life faying not you. 

146 

P Oore foule the center of my finfull earth. 

My finfull earth thefe rebbell powres that thee array. 
Why doft thou pine within and fuffer dearth 
Painting thy outward W'alls fo coftlie gay?' 

Why fo large coft hauing fo fhort a leafe, 

Don thou ypoH thy fading manfion fpend? 

Shall wormes inheritors of this excefle^ 

Bate vp thy chargeris this thy bodies end? 

Then loulc Hue thou vpon thy feruant s IofTe> 

And let that pine to aggrauat thy ftore; 

Buy teatmes draiae ini filing houres of diofici 
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